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This Isn\‘t Happening 


Dave was starting to get frantic. It wasn't like Taylor to not return his calls, to not even answer his phone. An 
hour had passed since Taylor took off, had it really been that long? Dave picked up his pace as he walked 

around the nearly empty halls of the arena. He didn't want people to notice his scared face, but it was getting 
hard to hide how worried he was becoming. "Where the fuck is Taylor?" His mind was racing, panic starting to 


set in None of the security guards had seen the blond slip by nearly thirty minutes ago. 


He finally came to the bathroom door. Had he already checked this one? Everything was starting to look the 
same. No, not yet. Dave pushed the door open quickly and did a quick scan. The bathroom appeared empty. He 
looked under the stall doors, like the dozens before. Empty, empty, empty. Fuck. 


He was turning to leave when he heard a quick, hard thud. "Fucking faggot," came a muttered voice. "Get up 
you piece of shit!" Dave heard another kick and a faint groan It was coming from the last stall. His heart begin 
racing with fear and anger. Dave ran to the stall door and swung it open. He saw the slender brunette man 
going for another kick, obviously not concerned with the man standing behind him. He looked down at the lifeless 
body strewn across the tile floor. Blood. Taylor. Dave grabbed the brunette's shoulder, swung him around and 
threw the hardest punch he'd ever thrown in his life. A rage came over Dave like he'd never felt before. The 


fury took over his body as he began to beat his lover's attacker. The brunette pushed Dave back hard against 


the stall door, knocking the wind out of Dave. He ran past him quickly before Dave could react. "Faggots!" the 


aggressor screamed as he ran out the bathroom door. 


Dave could run after him, he wanted to, but he heard the low grunt once more and reality set in. "Taylor! 
Fuck, baby!" He bent down against Taylor's bloody body. Tears started streaming down his flushed face. "HELP! 
FUCKING SOMEBODY HELP!" Dave shouted as loud as he could. He fumbled in his pockets for his cell phone. He 
pounded 4-I-| without thinking. "I need a fucking ambulance, now... There's blood everywhere. Fuck. Taylor, it's 
gonna be okay." Dave hunched over his lover's lifeless body. "This isn't happening". 


The Hand That Touched Him 


The cold white hospital was all too familiar to Dave. He swore he'd never see Taylor in one again Never spend 
another sleepless night in a stiff hospital chair next to Taylor's bed What the fuck happened in the hour 
Taylor left? He was just going to get some air. That's all he wanted. Instead he nearly lost his life to that 
beast. The rage was starting tight in Dave's chest once more. He looked over at his love. It was hard to keep 
his eyes on Taylor's bruised body. He never wanted to see him like this. The respirator machine pumping up, 


down, up down. Taylor, comatose yet again. 


Dave heard a knock on the door and it jolted him out of his seat. He turned to gaze over his shoulder as the 
doctor walked in. "I'm afraid | don't have a lot of good news, Mr. Grohl." 


Fuck. 

"Mr. Hawkins has suffered serious abdominal trauma. We were able to stop his internal bleeding, but he also 
suffered a severely dislocated shoulder. We performed emergency surgery because there was a lot of 
ligament damage." 

Fuck. Dave sunk into the chair. "Is that all?" he quietly asked. 


"I'm afraid not," the doctor continued. "It seems, um..." 


Dave looked up at the doctor and could see the concern on his face. He slowly got up from the hard chair. "It 


seems what?" Dave asked, feeling the anger in his voice. 


"We found GHB in Mr. Hawkins' system. It seems he was drugged. We pumped his stomach and also found 


semen.” 

Dave's whole body went numb. 

"We're hopeful he's going to wake up in the next few hours Mr. Grohl. | know it's a lot to take in. l'm sorry." 
The doctor went to extend a hand to Dave's shoulder. As soon as the hand touched his shoulder, Dave's body 


sunk into the chair. 


"That bastard raped him." 


An All Too Familiar Place 


Dave was in an all too familiar place in an all too familiar situation. He rubbed his burning eyes with the base 
of his palms, took a deep breath in and slowly exhaled He hunched over in the stiff hospital chair, he was 
exhausted. 


He heard the door slowly open and close behind him, but didn't bother to look. Nothing but bad news had come 
through that door. He felt a warm hand on his shoulder. It gave a tight squeeze. 


"Here man, | brought you coffee" Nate extended a hot cup of coffee to Dave. "I would tell you to go back to 
the hotel and get some sleep, but we both know that isn't going to happen" 


Dave gave a small smile under his weary eyes. "Thanks man" He took a small sip of the hot coffee. It felt good 
in his dry mouth. Dave hadn't eaten much since arriving at the hospital. His appetite all but disappeared. 


Nate gave a small nod to Dave, "Yeah man, no problem." He looked over at Taylor's bed. A tear ran down his 
face as he looked at all the tubes coming from the frail man's body. "| never thought we'd be here again’ he 
slowly turned his attention to Dave. 


"Me either." Dave whispered. 


"Have you talked to Gus? He's been trying to get a hold of you. He asked me what we were going to do, but | 
told him that's up to you." 


"What do you mean what we're gonna do? We're canceling the tour. We don't know when he's coming back! Look 


at him Nate! He can't fucking play! He'll be lucky if he ever can again!" Tears freely flowed from Dave's eyes. 


"Don't you think | know that Dave? He almost got killed! | know that. Gus just wants to know what to report 


from the Foo Camp. He's holding back the press as long as he can, but we need to say something Dave." 
Dave slumped in his chair, "I know." 


Nate knelt by Dave and placed his hand on Dave's, "I know how much this hurts. | didn't mean to sound 


insensitive at all. We all love Taylor.” 


Dave looked at him, "I know that Nate. It's just too soon. This is too much to take in. | hate being the one 
everything falls on sometimes. | may act like the care free leader most of the time, like | know what I'm doing. 
The truth is I'm scared. This is the second time he's almost lost his life and | didn't do anything to help him!" 


Dave teared up. 


"But Dave, you can't blame this on yourself, it's not your fault he got hurt” 


"I know it's not my fault, but | feel responsible for him. He's my partner. Without him, l'm nothing. | just, | don't 
want to lose him." 


Nate gently lifted Dave's chin and looked in his teary eyes, "You're not going to lose him Dave. He's going to pull 
through like he always does. He's a resilient little fucker." 


Dave smiled at him, "thanks." 


Nate stood up. "I'll tell Gus to hold them back longer. No one knows he's here, so that should buy us some 


more time." 

Dave merely nodded as he slouched his body into the chair. 

Nate walked to Taylor's bed and slowly put a hand on his. "Hey jerk, you better wake up soon! You still owe me 
a beer!" A tear slowly ran down Nate's cheek. He gently squeezed Taylor's hand and walked to the door. "tll 


come back in a bit. If you need anything from your room let me know." 


Dave gave a nod as Nate left. He felt his head sink into the back of the chair. His eyes became extremely 
heavy. 


The Drummer Loses His Step 


Dave faintly heard coughing. It startled him out of his sleep. He looked around, having forgotten where he was 
for a moment. The faint hospital buzz and the sterile walls quickly reminded him. He heard the coughing again 
and he shot up. He looked over to Taylor's bed and saw the frail blond cough, eyes beginning to open. A huge 
wave of relief filled his weary body. 


Dave walked over to his lover's bedside and placed Tay's hand in his. Taylor looked up at him and both men 
began to cry. 


"Da." Tay began, a sharp pain shot through his chest and shoulder. 
"Baby, it's okay. You're gonna be okay. Are you in pain?" 


Tear struck eyes looked back at Dave, of course he was in pain, more than he'd ever felt in his life, but he 


knew there was nothing he could take that would make the pain go away. 

"Mmhmm," was all he could muster. 

Dave quickly pressed the button near Taylor's bed. "I need a nurse or a doctor please, he's awake." 
I'll send someone right away!" The nurse responded. 

Less than a minute later, Taylor's doctor walked through the door. Dave turned around. 

"Mr. Hawkins, so glad to see you're awake. That nap was way longer than we'd expected!" 

Taylor groaned at the word "nap". 


The doctor grabbed Taylor's chart at the foot of the bed and looked over at the monitor to check the 


drummer's vital signs. "Good, good" he said as he scribbled something in the chart. 
Dave looked over with questioning eyes while Taylor tried to push himself up and groaned in pain 


The doctor let out a small chuckle, "I wouldn't try to get up Mr. Hawkins. | can adjust the bed for you if you 
like?" Taylor nodded under gritted teeth. 


The doctor raised the bed until Taylor was in an almost sitting position. "Better?" He asked. Taylor nodded. He 
took deep breaths which he slowly released, a technique he'd nearly mastered since he couldn't take anything 


stronger than aspirin after his last "nap". 


"This is going to be about the most comfortable position you'll be in for the next few months. Would you like 


some medication for the pain? | typically prescribe OxyContin after shoulder surgery." 

"No, no meds," Taylor shuddered looking over at his left shoulder. Fuck 

"Are you sure? Being comfortable and pain free are the best things for a speedy recovery Mr. Hawkins" 
Taylor looked up, "I can't. lm an addict 


"Ex addict!" Dave piped in "Tay, hun, you should take something. Breathing doesn't look like it's going to get you 
through this one." 


"He's right, Mr. Hawkins. | can prescribe non-opioid medication. Non habit forming." 

"The habit is already there," the blond said, "but this hurts like a motherfucker so what the fuck!" 
"Good, good. I'll have the nurse bring it up right away." 

"How long?" Tay shuddered. 

"Right away Mr. Hawkins, five minutes, max," the doctor responded. 

"No, no. How long am | going to be like this?" He looked at his shoulder. 


"Oh! Well, after the ligament damage you suffered, I'd estimate at least three to six months. And after that, 


there's rehab, which could take another month or two." 
"Fuck," Taylor whispered. 
Dave squeezed his hand. 


‘lm sorry Mr. Hawkins. You should expect a fairly full recovery though. I'm sure you'll be out playing again 


soon. Though, not soon enough l'm afraid” 

Dave turned to look at the doctor with a puzzled look on his face. 
"| had tickets to your show tonight! 

Dave chuckled 


With that, the doctor left the room. 


Dave looked back at Taylor. His normally bouncy boyfriend looked sad and defeated. He put on a smile as best 


he could, "You know you're getting good care when your doctor is a fan! Three months isn't so bad babe." 


Taylor didn't bother looking at Dave. There were tears in his eyes. He could feel the squeeze on his hand. 
Fuck. 


They\'re Asking Questions | Don\'t Have All The Answers 
To 


Now that Taylor was awake, shit was really going to hit the fan. 
First, they had to decide what to tell the press. 
"How are you feeling? The meds helping babe?" Dave was back in that stiff chair next to Taylor's bed. 


‘Mmmhmm." Taylor couldn't feel a thing, just some slight pressure in his chest and shoulder. He had been in 
and out of sleep for the past few days. 


He felt Dave squeeze his hand. 

"Good. Tay?" 

"Yeah?" Tay dreamily replied. 

"|I won't press you baby, but we need to figure out what we're gonna do. Gus has held the press off as much 
as he can, the tour is cancelled. They're asking questions | don't have all the answers to. A couple papz have 
spotted me and Nate coming in and out of here and." Dave took a deep breath, "there's a picture of you and 
the guy." 

Tay went numb. 

"The tabloids are spinning it as a drug relapse Tay. They think you scored drugs and od'd again" 

Tay laughed, "Fuck ‘em. Let them run what they want." 


"But Tay! I'm not going to let them run you down again" 


"Well what choice do | have?" He waved his hand in the air, "Foo Fighters drummer gay bashed or Foo Fighters 
drummer drugged, beaten, and raped. Are those better?" 


"No, Taylor, it's not. But unfortunately its the truth. A much as | don't want to admit it." 


Taylor turned his head away from Dave. He couldn't hold back his tears any longer, he broke down and began 


crying uncontrollably. 


Dave leaned in against Taylor's good arm. He let his own tears fall on Taylor's shoulder. "l'm sorry this 


happened to you Tay. I'm so sorry. | don't know what to do for you. | wasn't there for you again. | failed you." 


Taylor reached his arm around the brunette. "You didn't fail me. It's not your fault. | shouldn't have..." 


“Shhh.it's okay. | know you're not ready to talk about it babe," he pressed a finger against Taylor's chapped 
lips. "We'll tell them whatever you want babe. | don't care either, | just want to get you home and take care of 


you," he gently kissed Taylor's blond hair. 


Babysat 


There weren't enough pillows in the world to comfort Taylor's aching shoulder. The full brace he had wrapped 
around his shoulder, arm, and chest didn't help much either. Sleep was out of the question No matter how he 
positioned himself, pain throbbed everywhere. 

Dave tiptoed downstairs and quietly walked to the kitchen to start coffee. He could hear faint voices and looked 
up. Taylor must have fallen asleep with the TV on He walked across the room and reached for the remote 
when he felt Taylor grab his hand. 

"Don't you dare turn that off, Taylor whispered sternly." 

"Shit babe, | didn't think you were awake," he jumped back. "Have you been up long? Want coffee?" 


| never fell asleep," Tay stated. 


"Fuck, Tay, you need to get some rest! We've been home for three days and | haven't seen you close your 


eyes for more than an hour at a time." 
‘| can't sleep Dave." 


Dave knelt down to Tay and threw a blanket over him. His eyes were bloodshot. "I can't imagine how much pain 


you're in babe, but you really need to try to sleep. Please, for me. Do you need more of your meds?" 


"You don't get it Dave, | can't sleep. Every time | close my eyes | see. see him. | feel like I'm having mini panic 


attacks. | can't sleep." 


Dave reached his hand out to his lover, "I'm sorry T. lm right here babe, I'm not going anywhere. We're going 


to get you through this, | promise.” 


He slowly stood up and kissed Tay on the forehead. Tay flinched slightly. Dave ignored it. "Do you want coffee? 


l'm going to put a pot on. | have a meeting with Gus in an hour." 

| thought you said you weren't going anywhere!" 

Dave could hear a ting of panic in Taylor's voice, "lim not babe, we're gonna Skype." 

"Oh..ok." 

Dave returned to the couch with a hot cup of coffee and two of Tay’s pills. "Here T," he extended his hand. 


"| don't need those," Taylor responded under gritted teeth. 


"Come on Tay, you don't have anyone to impress here, take the fucking pills. | know you're hurting." 
Taylor reluctantly swallowed the pills with a swig of coffee. 
"Thank you. Do you need anything? l'm going to jump in the shower." 


"No. 


"Okay, I'll make it quick. Call if you need anything okay? Nate should be by soon, he's gonna hang out while I'm in 
the meeting." 


Taylor gave Dave an intense look, "I don't need a babysitter Dave, I'll be fine." 


"I know that Hun, he just wants to see how you're doing. l'm sorry, I'll be down in a minute." Dave ran up the 
stairs and was out of sight. 


Fuck, Taylor thought: How much of a mess do they think | am? 

A few minutes later, Taylor heard a knock at the door and in walked Nate 
"Hey man!" He sat on the couch to the side of Tay. 

Hey’ 

"Is Dave in the shower?" Nate asked 

Yup" 

"Cool. Do you need anything?" 

‘Nope 

"Okay..cool. Just let me know, I'll be here" 

Tay looked over at Nate, "there is something you could do. 

Nate locked eagerly, "what's that bud?" 

"You can cut the crap and go home. lm fucking fine. | don't need a fucking babysitter.” 


"There's the Taylor know and love! | know you don't need a babysitter Tay, l'm here because l'm your friend 


dude. l'm gonna grab some coffee, want some?" 


Taylor raised his cup, "don't worry the last shift already got it!" 

This is fucking ridiculous! Tay could hear Nate in the kitchen humming a tune to himself, the tv still faint in 
the distance. He tried to settle himself into the recliner, but nothing seemed to feel comfortable. He then 
realized he needed to take a piss. Taylor reached over the side of the recliner to lower the foot rest, but 
realized it was on his left. Fuck. He tried pushing the foot rest down with his legs, but that caused him to 
move, which caused a sharp pain in his shoulder to shoot down his arm. "Aaaargh! Fucking piece of shit fucking 
recliner fuck!" 

Nate heard Taylor cussing under his breath and ran over, "need some help there?" 


| can do it my fucking self Ned!" Taylor tried one more time with no success. 


"Look man, | know it seems like you're being babied, we're all just trying to help you out. You don't need to be a 


dick." 


Tay looked up with tears in his eyes, "I just want to take a piss by my goddamn self Nate. Fuck. Is that too 


much to ask?" 

Nate looked at his friend sympathetically, "| know man.and you will in due time, come on, let me help. It's 
nothing | haven't seen before!" Nate bent down and lowered the recliner and then grabbed Taylor's free arm 
and gently helped him up. He walked the frail drummer to the bathroom down the hall. He thought Taylor was 
skinny before, but Nate could now see the blond's ribs poking through his bruised chest. "When's the last time 
you ate man?" 

"Huh? | dunno. I'm not hungry.” 

“There are starving children in Africa with more meat on their bones." 


"That's a pretty fucked up thing to say Nate. Just help me to the bathroom man" 


"Yeah. I'll be outside the door, just yell if you need something, unless it's wiping your ass. | love you man, but 


I'll get Dave for that" he chuckled. 


"Thanks man, | can wipe my own ass." 


"How's Taylor holding up?" The stout man on the other end looked across at Dave. 
"He's..well, he's Tay. He's been pretty standoffish.” 


"Understandable. He's a good kid Dave, he'll be back to his bouncy self in no time!" Gus gave a gentle smile. 


"Yeah, l'm sure," Dave slowly replied. 


‘Sorry to cut to the business so soon Dave, but the promotors are breathing down my neck. They all send 
their bullshit condolences but at the end of the day, they lost a huge amount of revenue as are you guys...” 


"| don't give a fuck about money Gus!" Dave interrupted. 


"I know man, | know. Its about Taylor's welfare. | was just wondering if you'd be, well if you and the guys would 


be up to starting back up in a month.." 

‘Gus Taylor isn't going to be ready in a month!" Dave could feel the anger rising in his voice. 

"I know that man, | know that. What if, now hear me out." 

"What if what Gus? There is no what if! Taylor almost got killed a week ago what the fuck do you want?" 


"I know man, l'm just saying, what if you guys used a temp drummer? Just until Taylor was ready?" Gus could 


see the rage in Dave's eyes. 


"There is NO FUCKING REPLACEMENT DRUMMER FOR TAYLOR! TAYLOR IS THE FUCKING DRUMMER! TAYLOR IS 
THE FOO FIGHTERS!" 


‘lm sorry for even bringing it up Dave, really..." 


"Fuck off Gus!" Dave hung up and shut his laptop screen. He was livid. How dare Gus even think they'd replace 
Taylor. 


Nate looked up when he heard Dave walking down the stairs. "Hey man, how'd the meeting go? What did Gus 


want?" 
"He fucking wants us to replace Taylor for the rest of the tour." 
"What the fuck? We can't do that!" 


"Fuck it!" Came a faint voice from Taylor as he threw his hand in the air. "Use a fucking replacement, | don't 


give a shit. We don't know if I'll ever be able to play again, might as well get the show on the road." 
Dave looked over at his weakened lover, "We're not replacing you Taylor. Why...” 


"Don't listen to him Dave," Nate interjected, "he took like five of those pills and is super loopy. He doesn't know 


what he's saying." 


"I know exactly what l'm saying," Taylor lisped. "I'm done. I'm used up. | won't be able to play again, and even if | 


can, itll never be the same. I'll never play the same. I'll never be the same. I'm done." 


"Tay, | know you're probably feeling like that right now. | get it. We're not replacing you babe. We're gonna take 
a break, get you back on your feet. We all love you, we're a family. End of story.’ 


"Whatever master Grohl," Taylor threw his hand in the air and back down. 


A tear streamed down Dave's face. He stood there frozen, unsure of what he should do. Taylor obviously 


wasn't in the state to tak He felt Nate's hand on his arm, "Hey, let's get some breakfast going. 
"Yeah, that sounds good. I'm starving," Dave replied 

The two men walked into the kitchen 

"He'll come around Dave. He probably has a lot going on in there you know? He's not looking too good” 


"Yeah, | know. | can't get him to eat. He's not sleeping either. He's been living off coffee, pain killers, and 
cigarettes for the past three days. I'm getting scared Nate." 


"He needs to talk to someone man, he needs help. | know you're doing your best, but | seriously think he needs 


to talk to a professional sooner than later." 


Dave placed his hands on the kitchen island for support, "| know. He's getting worse each day. | know he's 
depressed.| know he doesn't want to talk to me about it. If | can't get him to eat by tomorrow l'm taking him 


in. 


"We're here for you too man," Nate placed a hand on Dave's shoulder. "You're not in this alone. We're family, 


remember?" 


"Yeah man, thanks." 


Dave and Nate made a quick breakfast of eggs and toast. 


Dave made a plate and walked over to Taylor, "here babe, we made breakfast." He extended the plate to Taylor, 
but the blond was fast asleep. Dave put the plate down next to the recliner and pulled Taylor's blanket over 
him. Dave gently kissed the top of Taylor's head and walked back to the kitchen where Nate was sitting at the 


counter. 


"This is exhausting." 


"| can't imagine," Nate said as he shoveled eggs in his mouth. 


Breaking Down Walls 


Dave shot up from bed in a panic. He was drenched in sweat and breathing hard. "Just a dream," he told 


himself, "just the same goddamn dream." 


He carefully slid out of bed so he wouldn't disturb Taylor. He had finally gotten him to sleep in their bed last 
night, after practically begging him. What happened to the days he couldn't keep him out of bed? 


Dave made his way to the en suite and turned on the sink faucet. He splashed his face with the cold water. 
Dave grabbed a hand towel next to the sink and wiped his face. He stared at the bags under his eyes. He had 
been getting as little sleep as Taylor and it was catching up to him. 


Dave threw the towel down and made his way back to the bed. "Where the fuck is Taylor?" He realized that 
Taylor's side of the bed was empty. Was it empty when he got up? He couldn't seem to think straight. The 
blond had been extremely quiet the couple weeks they had been home, it was possible he could have slipped 
out while Dave was in the bathroom. He looked at the clock on Taylor's nightstand. 6:34. 


"Might as well make coffee and bring it to Taylor on the couch," Dave thought. It had become his new routine. 
Dave poured the coffee in two mugs and slowly approached the couch. The TV was playing in the background, 
as usual. "Hey babe, made you coffee." No response. "Tay. Coffee." No response. He walked around and saw no 
Taylor. Where the fuck did he go? 

Dave started walking around the house, looking in every room. "Taylor!" No response. Panic started again. 


Dave walked outside. Taylor's truck was still there. 


He walked into the garage. "Taylor?" He heard the loud crash of a symbol. The tightening in his chest began to 


ease. 


He slowly walked to the drum room and found Taylor's kit strewn across the floor. Taylor was slumped in a 


corner with his mess of blond hair covering his face. Dave could hear his lover's choking sobs. 


He slowly approached him, putting the mugs on the floor as he bent down beside Taylor. "Babe," he placed a 
hand on Taylor's shoulder. Taylor immediately pushed Dave's hand away and lunged at him. 


"Don't fucking touch mel" Taylor screamed at a shocked Dave. He had Dave pinned under him as he raised his 


right hand, "Don't ever fucking touch me!" He shouted at Dave as he began hitting him. 


“Taylor! Taylor stop!" Dave carefully pushed himself up so he wouldn't hurt Taylor even as his lover was 
throwing punches at him with his free arm. "Taylor! Fuck, stop! It's okay!" 


Taylor was choking through tears as his punches weakened against Dave's chest. Dave wrapped his arms 
around Taylor's frail body and cradled him. He placed a hand on the back of the blond's matted hair and eased 
Taylor's head on his shoulder. He could feel hot tears soaking his shirt. "Shhhh," he whispered, "Taylor, its 
okay.” 

"No, it's not Dave. | thought you..” 

"Is okay babe. I'm here." 

"I thought you were him," Taylor wrapped his arm around Dave as Dave pressed his lips against Taylor's head. 


"IFs okay. I'll never let him hurt you again. I'm here Taylor." 


Taylor choked back his tears. Dave could feel the blond push away from him. "What if you can't, Dave? What if 


it happens again? Am | supposed to live my life in constant fear?" 


"No, Tay. You can't live your life afraid. For all | know a bus could hit me or | could die in a car crash, anyone 


of us could die or get hurt at any moment, but that doesn't mean you should live your life in fear.” 


"Don't you get it Dave? That guy took away my ability to play, he took away my sense of security, my sanity, 


and it's tearing us apart" Taylor looked down 

Dave grabbed tighter, "I'm not going anywhere Taylor. | don't know how to get you to see that. You are the 
most important person in my life. I'm not letting you go, no matter how much you push away. I'll always be 
right here." 

“But what if | can't..touch.." 


Dave ran his callused fingers through Taylor's matted hair. He put his hand under the blond's chin and met his 


glazed hazel eyes. "I am not going anywhere Taylor. | love you." 


Taylor rested his head on Dave's shoulder. Dave could finally feel Taylor's stiff body give in. 


Buzzed 


For the first time in almost three weeks, Dave woke up to find Taylor still asleep in their bed. A wave of relief 
rushed over him. He smiled and leaned over the practically sitting blond. He placed a gentle kiss on Taylor's 


forehead and the blond stirred. 


Taylor flinched as he felt the warm lips and scratchy beard on his forehead. He quickly opened his eyes to see 


Dave smiling at him. 

"Sorry. |..." Taylor leaned back into the pillows behind him. 

"Don't be babe. Good morning.” 

Taylor forced a smile, "morning." 

Dave quickly climbed out of bed, "I'm going to make coffee, call me if you need something, yeah?" 


"Yeah." Taylor pushed himself up against the pillows. Fuck did his shoulder hurt. He didn't want to admit to Dave 


the reason he preferred the couch the most was because of how uncomfortable the bed was. 


He reached over to his night stand and pulled a pill bottle out of the top drawer. He shook the bottle and 
popped open the top. Two white oval shaped pills dropped onto his lap. "Fuck, there's only two left” 


He quietly slid open the drawer and pushed the empty bottle to the back. He popped the pills in his mouth with 


a quick swig of water and swallowed hard 

Taylor heard Dave running up the stairs. 

"Here babe, coffee” Dave extended a mug to Taylor. 

"Thanks," Taylor smiled as he grabbed the mug. 

Dave placed two small pills on the nightstand. 

Taylor glanced at them and then looked back at Dave. "Thanks D. lim okay: 

Dave smirked at the blond. "Babe, | know you slept like shit last night, just take them 

"Yeah, | did. Sorry," Tay said as he grabbed the pills and swallowed them down with his coffee. 


"Tay you gotta stop apologizing. Just tell me you're uncomfortable, | understand” 


"Yeah, sorry I've been having a hard time talking." 
Dave laughed, "there you go again fucker. Haha" 
Taylor grinned. 

‘I'm gonna be downstairs, you coming?" 


Taylor had a hard time focusing on Dave's eyes. "Yeah, I'll be down in a bit. Could you help me wrap a garbage 


bag around my shoulder so | can shower?" 

"Yeah babe. Of course," Dave smiled at his lover. 

"I think it's time haha. Tired of being so grungy.’ 

"Does that mean you're going to wear a shirt today?" 

Taylor put his hand up, "woah, woah, woah..let's not get too carried away." 

Dave laughed and made his way to the door. "I'll go grab a bag Tay, be right back" 


Taylor nodded and slowly dragged himself out of bed He felt a little dizzy as he stood up and had to sit back 
down. He took a deep breath and pushed through it as he stood again and slowly walked to the bathroom. 


He looked in the mirror for the first time in weeks. His face was thin and pale, his golden tan fading. The 
bruises under his eyes and on his jaw were finally fading, a sickening yellow color was all that was left. His 
course beard was long and unkempt, as was his hair. "Fuck I've let myself go to hell," he thought. 


He carefully bent down and grabbed his beard trimmer. 


Dave ran back up the stairs after grabbing a garbage bag and some duct tape. He walked into the bedroom and 
heard the buzzing of Taylor shaving. 


"Oh good, you decided to stop looking like Grizzly Adams," Dave said as he turned the corner into the bathroom. 
Holy shit" Dave dropped the bag and tape. 


"Yeah, you could say that. Can you help me get the back? This is kind of hard with one hand" Taylor handed 


Dave the trimmer. 
Dave stood there in shock. 


"Dave?" Taylor nudged him. 


"Yeah T, sorry | wasn't expecting you to do that.." 
"I just need a change." Taylor looked straight into Dave's eyes. 
"Yeah, yeah, | understand babe. Turn around” 


The blond obliged. Taylor felt Dave's hand press against the back of his head and the razor run up. He felt the 
weight of the world finally lift from his chest when the last stand of hair fell from his head. 


Dave could hear Taylor let out a huge breath when he finished. It put a smile on his face. "Now about that 
beard... 


"Say no more." Taylor turned to face Dave. He had a genuine smile on his face and tears in his eyes. "Thank 


you." 


"Of course Taylor" 


Dave was caught off guard when he felt Taylor lean in and kiss him for the first time in over a month. 


Party On 


"Are you sure you want to do this?" Dave looked into Taylor's hazel eyes. The life was finally coming back to 


them. 


"Yeah, I'm ready." Taylor gave a faint smile. "Just go slow please, | don't want to think about how much this is 
going to hurt." 


Dave gave a small chuckle, "Oh don't worry baby, I'll go slow." 


Dave leaned in and gently kissed Taylor's soft lips. He carefully unstrapped Taylor's sling and removed the ice 
pack from his shoulder. 


"Ready babe?" Dave looked over grinning at his blond lover. 

"Ready" Taylor took a deep breath 

Dave grabbed a thin tank top from Taylor's side of the bed and gently slid it around his arm. 

Taylor ducked his head to get it in the hole. "Ow. Fuck" He finally pulled his other arm in the last opening. 
"How was that?" Dave laughed 

"Fine. Don't laugh, that shit hurt" 


‘lm sorry, it's just..you haven't had a shirt on in almost a month and when you finally get one on you pick a 
fucking cut up tank top." 


‘| like this shirt," Taylor pouted. 


"Haha. | do too babe. Are you ready to put this back on?" Dave dangled Taylor's sling in his hand. "I got you a 


new ice pack." 


"Thanks." Taylor gently held out his left arm as Dave slid the sling back over it. He groaned as Dave placed the 


cool ice pack on his aching shoulder. 


Dave kissed him again. This time Taylor wrapped his right arm around Dave's body and pulled him in for a 
deeper kiss. 


Dave missed Taylor's tenderness and didn't want to let his boyfriend go. 


Taylor pulled back. 


He walked over to a mirror in their room and turned to his side. Fuck was he skinny. He noticed the bruises 
around his rib cage not quite gone. He felt Dave's arms wrap around his frail frame. A warm kiss gently placed 
on the top of his head. 


"We don't have to do this baby. | can tell those fuckers to stay home and we can stay in or go on a walk" 


Taylor turned around. "| want to. l'm going stir crazy. I've been to myself for almost a month. | just want 
things to go back to normal." 


"Okay, good," Dave smiled. "If you get uncomfortable at all, just say the word and I'll kick them all out, got it?" 


"Yeah D. I'll be fine. Stop worrying.’ 


Nate was the first to arrive, ever so punctual. Tay greeted him at the door. He had a six-pack of some fancy 
beer in one hand and a bag of groceries in the other. "Hey Tay!" That big smile of his put a smile on Taylor's 


face as well. 


"What's up with the groceries Ned? We've got everything. Even that tofu shitburger stuff" Taylor took the 
beer out of Nate's hand and walked him to the kitchen. 


"That sounds delicious Taylor. Thanks," Nate said as he placed the grocery bag on the kitchen island. 
"Not a problem my hippie friend," Taylor smirked as he placed the beer in the fridge. 


"I thought I'd make a salad, seeing as you and Dave always throw carnivore fests when you barbeque." 


"What the fuck is a salad?" Taylor laughed. He grabbed one of Nate's beers and looked at it. Nate noticed the 
beer in Taylor's hand. "Mind if | try one?" Taylor asked. 


Nate looked at Taylor a bit perplexed; he hadn't seen Taylor drink in years. "Knock yourself out. They're pretty 
good. Might be a bit strong for you though." 


Taylor let out a laugh. "Trust me Ned, | think I'll be okay." 
"Are you?" Nate quickly asked 
Taylor looked back at Nate, "OF course | am man. Thanks." 


Nate decided not to push Taylor, "Good. l'm glad to see you in better spirits." 


"Mind opening it for me?" Taylor asked as he pointed to his immobile arm. 


Nate reached for the beer, "No problem. Grab one for me too." Nate handed the open beer back to Taylor and 


was handed another in return 

The doorbell rang and Taylor headed off to answer the door. 

Dave walked in the kitchen from the sliding glass doors leading to the backyard. "Hey Nate!" 
"Hey," Nate slowly responded 

"Did Tay let you in?" Dave asked 

"Huh? Yeah, ch yeah. He let me in He went to get the door: 


"Cool," Dave smacked gum in his mouth. "What's up? You're fucking quiet. You didn't say anything about his hair 
did you?" 


Nate looked up, "Uh no. Haha, didn't dare go there. Just didn't know he started drinking again’ 
Dave lost his footing, "He started what? He's drinking?" 

"Yeah, he asked me for a beer 

"Hmm" Dave rubbed the side of his face. "Where is he now?" 

"Where's who?" Taylor asked as he walked in with Chris and Wiley. 


Dave looked at the nearly empty bottle in Taylor's hand. "Hey guys," he nodded. "Tay, can you give me a hand 
with the steak?" 


‘Mmmmm, steak!" Nate said sarcastically. 
Taylor looked at Dave and began walking towards the backyard, "Yeah D." 


Dave followed the blond. He could hear Wiley in the background, "Nate did you bring salad? Fucking veggies 
haha." He closed the door behind him. 


Taylor walked over to the grill and lifted the lid to see that it was empty. "There's nothing in here D" 


Dave cut to the chase, "You're drinking Taylor?" 


Taylor finished off the bottle and set it on the patio table. "What's the problem Dave? Its a beer." 


Dave looked directly at Taylor, "H's not a problem babe, you just, you don't drink. | just want to make sure 
you're okay." 


"I can have a beer and be okay Dave," Taylor replied sternly. "I just want to hang out with the guys and relax, 


its been a pretty stressful month. | think | deserve to be able to unwind a bit" 
Dave walked up to Taylor and wrapped his arms around the blond. "Of course you do babe, I'm sorry. It just 
threw me off a bit. Get shitty, you deserve it," he laughed. He picked up Taylor's chin and looked in his eyes, 


"remember, just let me know if it gets to be too much okay?" 


"D, the party just started. I'm not gonna get smashed, l'm fine. | promise." Taylor gently pulled back from Dave. 


One drink turned into two, three, five, ten Taylor couldn't keep track. He was practically slumped over on Chris’ 
shoulder. The two men were sitting on the edge of the pool with their feet dangling in the water as a couple of 
the guys were fucking around in the water. Taylor leaned silently against Chris, nursing another beer. Chris sat 
silently, giving Taylor his obviously needed time. Taylor sighed as he put the bottle down next to him. 

Taylor took a deep breath and practically whispered, "I'm not happy," as he let his breath out. 

Chris put his hand on Taylor's thigh, "It's okay Tay. No one expects you to be man" 

Taylor could feel tears forming in his eyes. "I feel like a big disappointment.” 

"No one feels disappointed What makes you feel that?" 

Taylor sat silent as tears gently spilled from his eyes. 

Chris turned to face Taylor, "Taylor, we're all here for you man. You haven't let anyone down. We love you. 
Who cares about the tour man, we just want to make sure you're okay. You're our little brother." Chris gently 
wrapped an arm around Taylor. 

"I let everyone down" 

"You didn't let anyone down man," Chris smiled at the blond. 


"L.m." Taylor began. 


"You're drunk!" Chris laughed as he rubbed Taylor's shaved head. 


"Yeah," Taylor sighed. 
"Can you stand up man? My arm is getting numb," Chris slowly moved away from Taylor. 
"Haha, tell me about it," Taylor half-heartedly laughed. He practically fell over when he lost Chris' support. 


"C'mon Tay, let's get you to the couch." Chris helped Taylor stand up and walked the stumbling drummer inside. 
Taylor was laughing with each step. 


Dave looked on from the pool with a cup of Crown in his hand. "HEY! WHERE ARE YOU GOING WITH MY 
BOYFRIEND SHIFTY?!" 


"lm taking him to bedl" Chris laughed. 
"AWESOME!" Dave laughed back. 
Taylor's eyes drifted closed halfway to the couch. He lost balance and leaned into Chris. 


"Tay, can you make it? Tay? C'mon big guy." Chris put an arm around Taylor's body and scooped his legs up 
with his other. Nate ran over to open the sliding door for him. 


"Do you need help getting him upstairs?" Nate asked. 
Chris looked back at him, "I think | can make it. Wanna spot me though?" 
"Sure," Nate replied. 


Chris carried Taylor up the stairs and into his room. He gently placed him on the bed and Nate threw a blanket 


over him. 
"Taylor really threw them back tonight." 


"Yeah, kinda weird seeing him drink, but | think he needed it," Chris said solemnly. "He kept going on how he's 
disappointed us." 


"I wonder why he thinks that," Nate quietly said. 
"| dunno. He's gonna have a hell of a time when he wakes up though." Chris gently patted Taylor's leg. 
Taylor was passed out cold. 


"C'mon, let's get back downstairs, he's out," Nate turned to the door. 


"Yeah, I'll come check on him in a bit," Chris replied. 

Chris picked up Taylor's empty glass on his nightstand and walked to the bathroom. He filled it with tap water 
and set it on the counter. Then he opened the medicine cabinet and started fumbling with the various pill 
bottles. 

Nate looked back and noticed Chris wasn't following him. "Hey man, what are you doing?" 

"lm looking for some ibuprofen, he's gonna have one hell of a hangover in the morning." 


"What a nice Shifty," Nate teased. 


"Hey man, hangovers are no joke! Ugh, | can't find anything." He walked back into the room with the glass of 
water and set it on Taylor's nightstand. 


"Check his nightstand, he always has a bottle on him when we're on the road" 


"Good idea Nate. Always the quick thinker!" Chris opened the top drawer and pushed aside a book and a few 
pieces of paper. He felt a pill bottle and grabbed it. 


"See, he pops those things like candy." 

Chris opened the bottle of Aleve and dumped it over in his hand. A few large white oval pills fell in his hand. 
Chris got tense. He quickly put the pills back in bottle, hoping Nate hadn't noticed and put the bottle in his 
pocket. He turned around and casually walked out of the room. Nate followed behind him. 

"What happened?" Nate inquired. 

"Huh? Oh, the bottle was, it was empty. l'm gonna go ask Dave if he has any." 


"Good luck with that," Nate laughed. "He pulled out the Crown, he's probably just as wasted as Taylor.” 


"You're probably right. Fuck it; he's a big boy. He can deal with it in the morning." Chris stormed out of the 
room and down the stairs. He grabbed his keys in the foyer and headed out the door. 


"Chris, where are you going?" Nate yelled at the guitarist. 


"Home!" Chris yelled back as he jumped in his car. He sped off in a heated rush leaving Nate puzzled at the 
front of Dave and Taylor's house. 


"What the fuck?" Nate moaned. He turned back to the house and went to the backyard where only a few 
people were left hanging out in the pool. 


Dave's nearly empty bottle sat at the edge of the pool. 

"Hey man, l'm gonna head out. Taylor is passed out in bed, are you gonna be okay?" Nate asked Dave. 
"Yeah man! Have a gooood night!" Dave slurred. 

"We're gonna bounce too," a wiry haired guy in the pool said as he got out of the pool. 


"Fine, looks like thissss partysssss over!" Dave slurred. He quickly got out of the pool and stumbled to the 
sliding glass door. 


Nate caught him before he toppled over. "Do you want help upstairs man?" Nate laughed. 
"Nah, l'm gooood. | just need the couch." 


Nate and the guys laughed. Nate guided the singer to the big couch in the living room and Dave plopped down 
face first. 


"Do you want me to stay? You and Tay are going to have a shitty morning.” Nate asked. 
"Nnnnnnissssallllgoooo0000000000d" Dave mumbled. 
"Suite yourself, have a good night Grohl" Nate laughed as he picked up his keys and left the house. 


Dave instantly fell asleep. 


The Hangover 


Taylor heard his bedroom door slam shut. He grabbed at his throbbing head. He felt the blankets being pulled 
off of him. He slowly opened his eyes to see who was there, but the room was spinning. He felt sick to his 
stomach. 

"Get the fuck out of bed now!" A blurry hand was grabbing at his arm and pulling him up. 

"Ow man, what the fuck?" Taylor whined. 


| said get the fuck out of bed Hawkins." He was being forced to stand. 


The voice sounded familiar. "What the fuck Shiftey? Get out man. Ugh." Taylor's head felt like it was splitting in 
two. 


Chris picked up Taylor's sandals and threw them at his feet. "Put ‘em on, we're leaving.’ 


‘lm not going anywhere man, | feel like absolute shit. Did | do something to piss you off man? Is this a joke? 
Did Dave put you up to this? Fuck with Tay while he's hungover, itll be awesome!" 


"Dave is passed out on the couch. This isn’t a joke, we're leaving. Get your sorry ass out the door NOW!" 
Taylor was pissed off but didn't have much fight in him,'Whatever man. This is not cool Shiftey.” 


Taylor bent down to put on his sandals and lost his balance with the spinning room. He fell over on his ass. He 


could feel the nausea creeping up. "Fuck!" He got up as quickly as he could and ran for the bathroom. 


Chris could hear Taylor spewing his guts in the toilet. He walked into the bathroom and picked Taylor up off 
the floor. "You done? Let's go." 


Taylor looked back at Chris and could see a rage in his eyes. He'd never seen Chris so mad. He tried racking his 
brain to remember what he could have done that would piss Chris off this much, but most of the night was a 


blur. 
"Can | brush my teeth?" Taylor scoffed at the guitarist. 


Chris threw a piece of gum on the bathroom counter. "Let's go Hawkins." He grabbed Taylor by the arm and 
dragged him out of the room and down the stairs to the front of the house. 


Dave grumbled from the couch,'Can you keep it the fuck down?" He poked his head up and saw Shiflett with 
his hand still wrapped around Taylor's thin arm. "What the fuck are you doing with my boyfriend Shifty?" 


‘lm taking him for coffee. We'll pick one up for you." 


Dave gave a thumbs up and plopped his head back down on the couch. He didn't notice the panic that was 
starting to set in Taylor's eyes. 


Chris practically shoved Taylor in the passenger seat of his car. "Dude, careful with my fucking arm please," 


Taylor pleaded. Chris hopped in the car and drove off silently. 
"Chris, what's up man? You're starting to scare me." 

Chris was silent. 

"Hey, the coffee shop is the other way." 

"We're not going there yet" Chris' eyes were set on the road. 


The panic in Taylor's chest was setting in. His whole body was aching and he had the shivers. Chris noticed how 
pale Taylor looked. 


"Let me know if you're gonna puke so | can pull over." 
Taylor nodded. 


"Where are we going Chris? What did | do man? | don't feel good.." Taylor's head was still spinning as Chris 


drove on 

"We're going away." 

"Chris man, l'm gonna spew pull over please." 

"We're almost there, you can hold it" 

"| don't know.." 

"We're here." 

Chris pulled into an empty parking lot behind an abandoned building. 

Taylor's heart raced. Surely Chris had planned on killing Taylor and this is where he was going to do it. Taylor 
bolted out of the car and spotted a dumpster. He puked so hard his eyes felt like they were going to burst 


from his head. He slumped down to the asphalt ground. 


Chris sat across from Taylor. 


"How's the withdraw going Taylor?" 

"Withdraw? I'm not withdrawing, I'm hungover. What the fuck Shifty?" 

Chris tossed the Aleve bottle on Taylor's lap. "Oh? Well what the fuck is this Hawkins?" 
Taylor looked at the bottle. "Where'd you get that?" He swallowed the knot in his throat. 
"Don't worry about it. Are you gonna tell me what's in there?" 

"Its nothing man..it's.." 


"Taylor, look at me," Chris looked at the frail blond. Taylor kept his head down. He was shaking. "It's vicodin, isn't 
it?" 


Taylor sat silent. Tears welled in his eyes. 


"That's what you were rambling about last night. You kept saying you disappointed us. This is what you meant, 
isn't it?" 


Taylor nodded his head. He pulled his knees into his chest and put his arm around them. He wanted to die. 


"What the fuck Taylor? What is going on man? Why would you start using again? | thought you gave this crap 
up; it's been what, five years? All down the drain" 


Taylor was sobbing now. "I know. | don't know what I'm doing anymore. | was in so much pain and the shit they 
were giving me didn't do anything. | was popping five at a time and nothing. I've been so on edge and depressed 
and hurt. | just wanted to be numb. | didn't want to feel anything. I'm fucking up everything Chris, | know that. | 
just don't know how to stop. | need help. I'm so fucked up man. | fucked up. I'm sorry, l'm so fucking sorry.” 


Chris pulled Taylor into him and wrapped his arms around the tiny blond. "You aren't in this alone Taylor. When 
that asshole hurt you, he hurt all of us. We're all family man, if anyone so much as looks at you wrong, l'll 
beat the shit out of them. | don't know what you're going through; | won't try to pretend man, but don't do 


this, not again. We all need you here man. You're our brother. And Dave, fuck, if he loses you, he's done." 


"Don't you think | know that Chris? I've had such a hard time keeping this from him. | know I'm hurting him. If 
he finds out I'm using, he'll, itll be over." Taylor sobbed harder. 


"That's not true Taylor and you know it. He's been with you through thick and thin, he's not leaving you man. 
None of us are. Don't push yourself away. The pills aren't the answer. Being numb, that's not the Hawkins | 
know. That's not you. You are lively, you are crazy, you are a ball of energy, YOU are the energy of this band, 
of this family. Talk. Talk to me, talk to Nate, talk to Pat, most important talk to Dave man. We aren't here to 


judge you, we're here to help." 
Taylor leaned into Chris, "I'm sorry man. l'm so sorry. | don't know how | let it get this far." 


"Don't be sorry Tay, just don't let me catch you with this shit again, got it? | swear to god, | will beat your 


ass if | so much as think you're on this shit again! 

"Yeah, I'm done. I'm done, | swear. Are you going to tell Dave?" Taylor sat up and wiped his eyes. 

"Nope. You are. Let's go get coffee, you look like shit" 

Chris stood and held his hand out to help Taylor up. The two quietly walked back to the car. Taylor hoped the 


car ride home would seem as long as the ride out. The lump in his throat formed once more as he 


contemplated how he was going to face Dave. 


Taylor Comes Clean 


Chris and Taylor walked into the house to find Dave still asleep on the couch. Chris walked into the kitchen and 


sat on a stool by the island. He looked on as Taylor bent down near Dave. 
"Hey babe, | got you a coffee." Taylor's hand was shaking as he nudged Dave's shoulder with the warm cup. 
"Mmmmf," Dave groaned. 


"Hey Tay, why don't you jump in the shower man? I'm sure itll make you feel a shit ton better. I'll help you 
with your sling if you want" Chris began to stand, but Taylor held his arm out to signal no. 


"Nnnoo man, if | don't do this right now, l'm not gonna do it" 
"Do what Taylor?" Dave mumbled. 
"D..we..Dave, we need to talk | need to talk to you." 


Dave slowly sat up and looked up at his shaking boyfriend. He noticed Taylor's eyes were bloodshot like he had 
just been crying. 


"Taylor, what's up babe? Are you okay?" He went to reach for Taylor's hand and Taylor jerked. 


There were giant tears welling in the blonds eyes. He stood frozen, his chest tightening, the room started 
spinning again. He stumbled, but caught his balance. Dave reached up and grabbed his legs to stable him. 


"Jesus Christ Taylor, what's wrong?" Dave looked back at Chris, "What the fuck did you do to him man?" 
Chris raised his hands up in defense. 


"He didn't do anything. He.." 


"Babe, you're pale as fuck, let's get you back to bed. C'mon, we can talk later. Let me get you to bed, I'll get 
your meds, your shoulder must feel like shit after last night” Dave stood and grabbed Taylor's arm. 


Taylor jerked out of Dave's grasp. "Fuck, D, can't you see how hard this is? | don't need to go back to bed and | 
certainly don't need anymore pills. Fuck. Can you please stop babying me? Please?" 


Now Dave had tears in his eyes. "I'm not trying to baby you Taylor, I'm trying to help you." 


"I know, | know that. I'm sorry | snapped. I'm so on edge, | can't keep doing this." 


Dave felt like he took a blow to the gut. He plopped back down on the couch. "You can't keep doing this?" He 


motioned between the two of them. 


"NO! God no D!" He knelt down and put his hand on Dave's lap. "| need you more than ever right now. | need you 
so bad babe, l'm just so afraid l'm going to lose you." 


Dave gently rubbed Taylor's arm. "I told you before Taylor, I'm not going anywhere." 


"l'm not sure how true that will be after this." Taylor hung his head low. He felt so ashamed at what he was 
about to tell Dave, his loving, trusting boyfriend. 


"Taylor, what is going on babe? You know you can tell me anything" 

Taylor slumped to the floor. "Chris, can you give Dave the bottle please?" 

Chris threw the bottle and Dave caught it: He looked at the label, "This is about your bottle of Aleve?" 
Taylor kept his head down. "It's not Aleve. 


"What do you mean its not Aleve? I've seen it in your nightstand, what is it then?" Dave could hear his voice 


rising, but he couldn't control it. He didnt want to be right about the thoughts racing through his head 
"Hts Vicodin," Taylor sobbed as he put his head on his knees. 

"VICODIN? Taylor what the fuck man?" Dave looked back at Chris, "You fucking knew about this?" 

Chris held up his hands,"Hey man, | just found out last night" 

"| told you | didn't want the meds Dave, Im an addict, it fucking opened the door back up’ 

Dave turned to Taylor, "So now this is my fucking fault? Just like a junkie to place the blame on someone else” 


"Junkie?" That word stung Taylor more than anything. He pushed himself up. "Junkie? | knew | couldn't talk to 
you!" 


Taylor stormed off outside. Chris ran to chase after him. 
"Don't fucking bother Shiflett. Thanks." 


"What the fuck are you doing Dave? He's trying to talk to you man! He's obviously struggling. He doesn't need 


criticism, he needs you to listen" 


"I, fuck, | know. It just came out. Fuck" 


"Dave, he's telling you he knows he has a problem. He wants to quit. Just, go listen to him man 
"You're right Shifty, thanks." 


“That's what l'm for. Now go!" Chris nudged Dave's arm towards the door. 


On The Mend 


Dave walked outside and saw Taylor hop in a familiar truck. "TAYLOR!" 


The truck drove off, leaving Dave standing in the driveway. "FUCK!" He slowly turned to the garage and walked 
into the studio. 


Chris ran outside when he heard Dave's scream. He heard banging coming from the garage. "What the fuck are 
they doing?" He thought: 

He walked in on Dave pounding on his drums. 

"Where's Taylor?" He shouted over the crashing symbols. 

Dave didn't stop pounding his set,"He took off." 

Chris looked confused," Took off? Where?" 

Dave dropped his sticks,"! don't fucking know! He had Anthony pick him up! Can you leave please?" 


Chris put his hands up, "Yeah man. Just do me a favor?" 


Dave shot him an annoyed look,"Don't worry Chris, I'm not gonna bite his head off when he gets back, | just 
need some fucking space to think" 


"Cool." Chris made his way outside, "later." 

Dave went back to pounding his drums. 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

Taylor looked over at Anthony as they drove back to his place. "Thanks man" 
"Yeah, of course" 


The two sat in silence for a few minutes. Anthony occasionally thumping his fingers on the steering wheel to 


the beat of the music. 
"You, you must be wondering why | asked you to pick me up," Taylor started. 


"You don't have to talk about anything you're not ready for mon. I've told you before, I'd gladly come swoop 


you no questions asked." 


"Yeah man, thanks." 

Let's get your ass in the shower and go from there, yeah?" 
"Yeah, a shower sounds amazing." 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


Taylor walked downstairs still feeling like shit, clean, but like shit nonetheless. He found Anthony in the kitchen 
looking out to the beach with a mug in his hand. 


"Cool, you made coffee?" Taylor nodded at the cup. 


"Haha, no, | don't drink the stuff. This is tea Here, | made you something.” Anthony held out a large glass full 


of something green and slimy. 
Taylor held up his good arm in protest, "thanks man, but no thanks!" 
"Don't argue, just drink it Tay, it will make you feel a shit ton better, trust me." 


Taylor cautiously took the glass and scrunched up his nose as he began to drink. He almost gagged as the 
slimy green liquid went down his throat. 


Anthony belted out a deep laugh, "Keep going man, you're almost done!" 
Taylor held his breath as he finished off the last of the goo. "That shit was disgusting man, thanks." 
"Haha, trust me, you'll feel a lot better in a bit." 


Taylor put the glass down and walked over to the sliding glass doors leading to the beach outside. "I forgot how 


awesome your view is." 

"Wouldn't be home without the waves. Want to go outside?" 

"Yeah" 

The two men walked out past Anthony's surf boards. Taylor plopped down on the warm sand 
"Id do anything to get back out in the water right now." 


"Yeah, | remember the feeling of not being able to surf after | shattered my arm. It sucks. | can't imagine not 


being able to play my instrument as well. Needing help to do everything. Being dependent. It's tough." 


"Sure is." Taylor sighed. 

ls that why you started using again?" 

"| guess it was just the combination of everything. | was feeling down on myself for what happened. | was in 
pain, physically and mentally, | wanted to zone out from everything and everyone. The pills make me numb. 
They don't really make anything better, | know that. | know | put Dave in a shitty spot. | feel like I've 
disappointed everyone close to me. | just want to feel again. 

"You can't let the thought of disappointing people put you down man. You need to do you. You are a beautiful 
soul Taylor. Dave is an amazing man and | know he loves you so much. The universe brought you guys 
together for a reason He balances you. Your accident just threw you off a bit, it's okay. I've known Dave for a 
long time man, his biggest thing is trust and | know you've had issues trusting people for a while. You need to 
realize that you can trust people, don't let one thing ruin something beautiful man. The universe puts us where 
we need to be in the end. It's telling me to help a friend who's going through my battle." 

"Yeah, | do find it easier talking to you, Dave has no idea, the cravings after | took those painkillers. | felt like a 
monster craving blood. | hate hiding things from him, from everyone. | want a fresh start, | just hope it isn't 
too late." 

Anthony wrapped an arm around the skinny blond, "Its never too late man. You're here right on time." 


Taylor gave him a faint smile. 


Anthony stood up and reached a hand out, pulling Taylor up. "C'mon man, we can't sit around all day. | want to 


show you something’ 
XXX 

Anthony pulled up to a church and parked. 

Taylor locked at the building and frowned at Anthony. "You're taking me to church man?" 
Anthony laughed, "Kind of, haha c'mon" 

"Nah man, it's cool.” 

"Come on Tay!" 


Anthony practically pulled him out of the car. Taylor begrudgingly followed him into a room in the back. There 


were people shuffling in and out. 


Anthony escorted Taylor to a seat in the back and the two sat down. More people filed in and filled most of 


the chairs. A man stood at a podium at the front of the room. Taylor gave Anthony a puzzled look. 


The man at the podium spoke, "Welcome, I'd like to call the meeting to order. If there are any newcomers we 


would like to give them the opportunity to introduce themselves." 
A slender red headed girl stood up, "My name is Elsa. | have one week clean" 
The people in the room clapped, "Welcome Elsa!" 


Taylor sunk into his chair. He looked over at Anthony, he was both upset and nervous. "You brought me to an 


NA meeting?" he hissed under his breath. 


"My home away from home." Anthony placed a hand on Taylor's lap, "The universe puts us where we need to 


be." 

A few more people introduced themselves. Taylor swallowed a huge lump in his throat and forced himself to 
stand. He felt everyone's eyes on him. He was used to crowds, but not like this. He turned to look at Anthony, 
who just gave him a smile. 

"Hi, my name is Taylor. | have one day clean and sober." 


Everyone clapped. "Welcome Taylor! Keep coming back, it works!" 


Taylor sat back down, a weight lifted. 


You Keep Me Grounded 


Dave was silently sitting in the dark on his couch. He heard the front door open. He heard Taylor's voice. He 
looked down at his phone, 10:45. He slowly stood and walked to the foyer. Anthony was outside and Taylor was 
leaning in for a hug. 

"Thank you so much." 

Anthony patted Taylor's back "No problem man, I'll see you tomorrow morning okay?" 

"Yup! I'll be ready! See you later.” 

Anthony gave one last squeeze and nodded to Dave who stood frozen a few feet behind the two. 

Taylor slowly turned around. "Babe, I'm sorry, it got late..." 


Dave put his hands up. 


Anthony broke the silence, "See you tomorrow Tay. Have a good night. Hit me up." He turned and walked back to 


his car. 

Taylor closed the door behind him and slowly walked up to Dave. 

"Do you have any idea how worried I've been Tay?" Dave sternly said. 

Taylor looked down at the floor, "Babe, I'm sorry...” 

"You drop a bombshell on me like that and then you take off with Captain Drug Habit!" 

"Anthony? He's been clean for a while now babe. Did you think | was out getting high?" 

| honestly don't know what to think anymore Taylor." 

"Dave, trust me, | wasn't getting high!" 

Dave scoffed, "Trust you? How am | supposed to trust you Taylor? You brought drugs into our house! You 
were getting high behind my back, fucking hiding pills! Why should | trust you? How did we get this bad? How 
did it get so bad that I'm the LAST one you turn to when you're in trouble? Time and time again Taylor!" 
Tears welled in Taylor's hazel eyes. "Babe, please. I'm done with that shit, | promise. Please, you have every 


right to be upset. | didn't talk to you because you're the last person in the world | want to disappoint. | don't 


know how to talk to you, you worry so much, | know you love me. | love you so much D. | don't like that | hurt 


you. Please, I'm dore, | fucking, | promise. | swear with everything.’ 


Dave just shook his head, "You said the same thing last time and ended up in a coma for two weeks. | stuck 


around anyways, because | love you. Because you swore up and down you were done. And now look! LOOK!" 
Taylor was shaking, "I KNOW | FUCKED UP! | FUCKED UPI | used my accident as an excuse to lock myself up. | 
threw myself a pity party and instead of confiding in the one person | love more than anything, | got high, | 
went numb. | fucked up. | AM SORRY DAVE!" 

"I just don't know what to do for you Tay. | don't know. I've exhausted myself trying to take care of you. I've 
been walking on eggshells for the past month. For what? For you to take off with another guy when shit hits 
the fan?" 


"Babe, fuck | went with Anthony because he's been through relapsing. | knew | could talk to him without 
judgment" 


Dave shot Taylor a menacing look, "So | should be happy to hear you're using again? How should | react?" 


Taylor was full on crying now, "No. Fuck. I'm done babe. l'm sorry | put you through this. | went to NA with 


Anthony. I'm done. | don't expect you to believe me. I'm sorry" 
"You went to NA?" 


Taylor choked back the tears, "Yes, he's taking me to another meeting tomorrow. | also set up therapy. | just 


need to talk to someone, | know...” 

Dave walked up to Taylor and wrapped the tiny blond in his arms. He kissed the top of his buzzed head. Taylor 
nearly collapsed in Dave's strong arms. He sobbed into Dave's shirt as the two collapsed to the tile floor below 
them. Dave shushed Tay. 


"I'm so sorry | put you through this Dave." 


Dave rocked his sobbing boyfriend, "I'm sorry | made you feel like you couldn't talk to me. I'm so proud of you 


Taylor. lm here. I'm sorry | snapped. I'm always going to be here. I'm sorry." 
| was so scared of losing you D. | love you so fucking much. You keep me grounded 


"I know babe, you ground me too. I'm not going anywhere." 


